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the start of something beautiful 


Author's Notes: 
hey roy if you're seeing this i love your art so much aaaaa 


AU. 1911. London. 


What the bloody hell even is this band, thought Rick as he sat at a table, in a bar, watching Yes perform. The 
song that they must have been, what, six minutes into at this point was very unlike anything he'd ever done 
with the Strawbs. It wasn't bad, though--quite the contrary. He found himself tapping his foot in time as his 
eyes wandered to the keyboardist. 


The man pounding away at the organ seemed to be the least out-there of them all, which still wasn't saying 
much considering that the singer did nothing but shuffle around with a tambourine for half the song and the 
guitarist made the weirdest faces Rick had ever seen Despite himself, Rick found himself marveling at the 
inventiveness of what the keyboardist was playing. Might take him longer than usual to learn if he did opt to 
join them. What even. 


Rick looked to the auburn-haired guitarist, who was playing a sort of duet with the tall bassist. As he played 
what looked to Rick like an especially tricky section of the song, he made a face of intense concentration. What 
is he doing Rick was certainly no expert on guitar playing, but the guitarists tiny amp was not something he 
saw very often. The guitarist seemed to notice Rick looking at him and smiled--if the strange crooked thing his 


mouth did could be called a smile. He looked kind, if a bit odd.but then again, this was Yes. They were all odd. 


The drummer was scowling at something while looking like he wasn't concentrating on his beat, but he must 
have been, because he played perfectly. There was something strange attached to the drum set, a bunch of 
wires and things. Are those MICROPHONES on his DRUMS? Weird. But Rick could admire creativity in music, if 
done with some reservation. This guy looked like someone Rick might get along with, if he didn't just scowl at 


him all the time. 


Hmm, that was a funny guitar part.wait, no, that was the bass, Rick realized, and he looked over to the 
bassist, whose long brown hair bounced on his shoulders as he stared into space, nimble fingers weaving a 
complicated melody. Like the drummer, what he was playing looked at once effortless and impossible. Whoa, 
that bassline was getting intense. That's a BASS, you PSYCHOPATH, thought Rick. He ought to give that poor 
confused guitarist some room, was Rick's initial impression, but upon further listening the two parts fit well 


together, the notes of the guitar flying high, counterbalancing the low, steady, frenetic bass pulse. 


Now the instruments quieted and the vocalist came in, singing lines which rolled off the tongue and left Rick 
enraptured. What a voice. He couldn't remember the last time he'd heard a man with such a lovely alto. The 
curly-haired vocalist, in a yellow shirt and dark vest, clutched the microphone--at least here, a microphone 
belongs--and broke into a bright, beautiful smile of pure joy and passion. Oh my. He wore a choker with some 
squiggly mystical symbol dangling from it, and Rick couldn't help but imagine himself seizing this choker and 
pulling the small singer closer, closer..he's so TINY, Rick thought. He's so..so..so BABE-Y. Although he knew that 
that technically wasn't a word, that was the first thing that popped into Rick's head to describe what he felt. / 
want fo carry him about in my pocket, oh my god 


Okay, its settled, Im joining his band. 


lets away 


Author's Notes: 
this chapter is named after another drawing of RapidFireTollbooth's 
i suppose this could slightly fit with the reality written in the fic "an arrangement" by Sister Mary Badass 


AU. 1912. San Francisco. 

For what wasn't the first time, Jon wished he was a better guitar player so he wasn't always at the front 
of the stage with a tambourine during the instrumental parts. He wished this because he would like to have a 
reason to look at Rick, surrounded by keyboards, near the back of the stage. "Your hair, like sunshine, it is," he 
whispered to himself, wishing he was whispering to his Ricky, as the five of them trooped onstage to 
Stravinsky and applause. 

That earned him an odd look from Bill. "What?" 


"Oh! Nothing, I've just, ah, thought of a lyric. What do you think of ‘we relieve the tension only to find out 


the master's name?" Jon asked, reciting something he'd invented the night before while reading. 
"| don't know, you know | can't write for beans. Now we need to focus." 


"Understood." And Jon took his place at the front, feeling as if he was leading the four others and desiring 
for someone to lead him. Well, not someone. Rick. If only the keyboardist knew howe he truly felt. 


Even though he felt thousands of eyes on him as they performed, he could not help but turn to watch 
Rick's beautiful playing. Jon didn't care anymore if everybody knew he was infatuated with him. He had to see 
his wizard in all his glory, sweating from the stage lights, sunshine hair falling in his face as he focussed 
intently on his keyboard part. 

Only this time, Rick wasn't looking at the keyboard. 


He was staring right over the top of the Hammond organ; staring at Jon. 


Their eyes met. Jon's hand nearly flew up to hide his blushing face. No, he told it, im done hiding Let him see. 
Let him know what | truly think of him. 


Jon broke into a smile. / love you, he mouthed to Rick. Rick blushed and nodded. / love you foo. 


Jon's heart could have flown to the moon and back. 


